CAPE HORN CALM

pipe-stems, yarning about ships that were long
ago bilged on the coral. One would hear the
scraps of songs, little stray verses, set to old
beautiful tunes. There was one old man who had
no better voice than a donkey. He was for ever
walking the deck when I brewed the cocoa, singing
" Rolling Home," the most popular of all sailor
songs. I think I would rather have written
" Rolling Home " than " Hydriotaphia." If I
had written " Rolling Home " I would pass my
days at sea or in West Coast nitrate ports hearken-
ing to the roll and the roar of it as the yards go
jolting up the mast or the anchor comes to the
bows.

Pipe all hands to man the capstan, see your cables run

down clear,
Heave away, and with a will, boys, 'tis to old England's

shores we steer;
And we'll sing in joyous chorus in the watches of the

night,
For we'll sight the shores of England when the grey dawn

brings the light.

I used to think that stanza, as the old sailor sang
it in the dark watches, the most beautiful thing
the tongue of man ever spoke.

While he sang, I used to take little tentative
nibbles at the compound in the pannikins. Have
you ever been an exile, reader, at sea, in pr-s-n,
or somewhere, where the simple needs of life cannot
possibly be gratified ? If you have you will know
how that sweet mush of cocoa tasted. It was like
bubbling water in the desert, like fern fronds above
cool springs, like the voice of the bird in the moon-
light, in the green shadows, in some southern spice
garden, drowsy with odours. It was like a night
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